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CHAPTER VIII.

A FEW HOURS AT BENARES*

THE high road now lay open before our Steam House, a
road which vid Sasseram, would lead us along the right
J>ank of the Ganges, up to Benares.                        I

A mile beyond the encampment our engine slackened
its speed, and we proceeded at the more moderata/pace of
about seven miles and a half an hour. It was ranks' in-
tention to camp that evening seventy-five miles from
Gaya, and to pass the night quietly in the neif|hbourhopd
of the little town of Sasseram.

In general Indian roads avoid watercou
as possible, for they necessitate bridges,
expensive affairs to erect on that alluvial
places where it was found impossible to pr<
stream from barring the path, there is no
except an ancient and clumsy ferry-boat,
conveyance of our train.    Fortunately,
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